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through  the hall, the  door sprang open almost without a pronounced permission, and
Madame F------flung herself into the room,
caught my hands in hers, pressed them to her heart, to her lips, to her brow, wept in German, in French, in English, and called distractedly upon " Himmel! " " Ciel! " and " Heaven ! " But she found her apologies so coldly received by my friends that she was glad to turn the flood of her remorse in my direction, and for very shame of the scene she was making I assured her the mistake was quite pardonable — as it was. It was her manner that was almost unpardonable. Then she added to my discomfort by bursting out with fulsome praise of me as an actress; how she had seen me and wept, and so on and on, she being only at last walked and talked gently out of the room. But that was not the end of her remorse. A truly French bouquet with its white paper petticoat arrived in about an hour, " From the so madly mistooken Madame F------," theittle Breeches ! )
